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ORIGINAL MORAL TALES, | tion, spirit, being, as it is neit! or sensible to the 


eve nor to the touch, and entirely independent of 





i the general ruk s of material substance, such as 
pressure, visibility, &e. might vot be superior to 
ithe evanescence of those substances, and triumph 


« The athewt wanders o'er life's rapid tide, 
#* No bome to cheer him, and no helm to guide, 
« Uveknowieg how from jurking shoals to steer, 
* He lives in danyer, and he dies in fear.” 


HARRY RANSOM, 
OR THE ADVENTURES OF AN ATHEIST. 
—~_—- 


CHAPTER TIL. 
“ For I can «mile—and smile—and be a villain.” 


in the sublimity of its imperishable nature above 
| the wreck of mortal things. 
* And am 1,” said he, with a tear in his eye 
fresh from the softened heart—* am I doomed to 
| pass away—would that by which Lam created, for 


_. fereated Lam, set me in such a beautiful world, to 
Tuere is a something in the human breast which | jjye—t0 love—to hope—and be swept off into in- 


always rebels at a deviation from right, and pays) terminable oblivion, without the accomplishment 
unple reward for a good action or even thought.) of the purest wishes and guilt? Can it be, that 
Whether it be the mere force of education, or @) there js no difference between it and virtue? If so, 
principle worked up in our nature by a wise Pro-| why do I feel such aching agony thrilling through 
vidence, so that sin may always be revolting to) eyery fibre of my heart? why do I tremble to look 
reason, I will leave for the determination of pens) pon what I have done, and feel that with all my 
abler than mine. But certain it is, that such a) independence, 1 have only brought accumulated 
spirit does exist in us, and the sweetest music of) misery upon my head. 
sinful pleasure, no matter how melodious may be) wretch—who 
its magic swell, will surely be made discordant by) 
its murmuring voice. It reminds me of the impor- 
tunate Sinbad with the venerable old gentleman 
sticking to his shoulders, or rather of the miserable 
Monsieur Morbleau and his persecuting friend Mr. 
Thomson. 


Great God, pardon a 





‘behind. Henry started on his feet as he turned to 
j|behold the intruder, when Patrick O’Fanagan 
\stood erect before him. The gentleman bearing 
on =" ‘ Rane® , | that name, alias Peter Thomson, alias William 

Phere en like this running ry Harry $ Dub, alias Richard Mullen, alias Col. M’Kain, 
ear, while he was striving to allure the affectionate | was in height about six feet, stout built, with red 
cir! from her happy home, and even when she he- hair and large whiskers, looking like Hercules, in 


tated for iy aaa at the ee et... orgy a modern dress of the most costly and fashionable 
ments, and he was almost sure she would fly with ikind. He was one of those worthies who had 


him, his triumph was adulterated by that same feel-|) 
ing of shame and guilt. 

The blow which rescued his victim from his 
grasp came upon him like a gleam of lightning 
from some angry cloud; his eyes flashed almost 
living sparks, and he seemed precipitated into 


whict poersmcy — Mtoe a ooh ASOMY>) pose their wishes, and accordingly consented. ‘They 
eh for s +] - . . . .  e ; . 
Win 4 hese sagt spay a allan ' in tl had long waited his coming, until impatient of de- 
, . Vv oO ce : 7 , ay . . ° 

slenuslng ol ae itl of rote : sees an ke ne - | lay, the aforesaid gentleman was despatched in 
sleaming sky, and the brightest stars had lost their} mh . 
destiien ¥ vd » half the 6" kli vp sedi hi ‘ quest of him. He pretended to be a great wit, and 

Ti ‘| harem De sscnine Peters yyee Nes sae sce Neponeae |interspersed his conversation with numerous quota- 
alittle while before glittered with so much bril-) tions from plays, &c 
lianey had entirely faded away, and only a few), N aaa ea rs.” said OF anagan. “ if 

j : a ‘, by the powers, ° sai anaga , / 
might he here and there observed, vainly strug are slik ns pte ‘ai rin Siuhien tom had oe 
sling with the rosy flood of day, which was already ||“! 80" '° | wei oe ainggar- al 
streaming up the eastern sky ter stay at home, and spend your life in singing 

mm ; ; F s <! ‘ Da. ‘ "es ; = ; , rave i 

he hour was soft and still, a slumbering repose | I ee 7 — long-winded . choah av 

breathed its noiseless influence over earth and air, Th ck _ | a aed ot : oes . “ got! 
Where not an object stirred save some beautiful | Cty iil “4 IBS DOLE FANS ASS Cae NEMS, OF 
cloud as it silently changed shape in the magnifi-| “tS POUNe: 
rence of the opening morn; and not a sound broke} 
upon the listening ear but the chirp of some airy | €W temptation, and witha blush at having been 


Henry to leave his home and join them in an enter- 
prise to circulate counterfeit money, by which 
‘they declared many opportunities would occur to 
'make a splendid fortune. 

Without principle, Henry knew not how to op- 








winged bird as it awoke from its little dreams of | 4iscevered in that awkward situation, he put his 
merriment and aflection to a new happiness in the! @t™ in that of his friend's, and had told his disas- 
iter long before they arrived at the obscure hut) 
As they en-| 


new day. 
The soul of Harry bowed itself down before|| Where the rest of the party were. 
the works of God, and for a little while was freed | tered the room O’Fanagan exclaimed, 
‘rom the shackles of sophistry. It sought not for 
“i answer at the oracle of that shallow philosophy |, Ransom’s arrival, for good and all. 


* Who has not the heart of a chicken, by all the, 
| saints of the calender,” said a gruff deep voice from. 


That is turn round—do you take?” 
Harry had not the strength to withstand this) 


toolish-looking fellow, © Vir. Ransom hoes 


share of clothes.” 


and give 


* Give him the clothes yourself, or Tl take hold 
of the copper handle to your wooden head,” and 
under the most disgusting ribaldry and continual 
quarrelling, he was equipped te a gentleman's com- 
plete suit, a trunk filled with gentleman's clothing 
was presented to him; a watch and rich seals were 
not wanting; and when he was completely dressed 
with his beaver hat, and fine morocco boots, many 
a young blood oight have eavied his appearance ; 
but the meanest 
his teclings. 


slave would not have wished fo: 


On the afternoon of that day he arrived at a 
landing whence passengers were taken on board 
the steam-boat to New-York: and he found him- 
self launched forth alone upon the world, with every 
prospect of successful guilt. 

Night came on before the noble city to which 
they were bound appeared in sight, and Henry re- 
tired to his birth. 

Oh, that the deluded being who believes there is 
no curse aitached to guilt, whether in prosperity ot 
\mistortune, could have beheld the slumbers that 
| crowded upon the young criminal’s startled soul, 
| when sleep came at last to his eyes. At first he 
\ thought Elizabeth Worthington was dead! Dead 
jfor ever. A lonesome desolate feeling came upou 
thim. Then he thought he had murdered her !— 
sandhe was bending over her mangled body, yet 
jmore lovely in death. Soon there was a change 
in his course of thought, and he imagined himself 


le 


; wrought upon the naturally roving disposition of, to be wandering with Elizabeth through that scene 


|which we attempted to describe in our last—and 
|| she said that she loved him more than life—she 
fell into the stream, and he plunged in and rescued 
a. Vivid as life was her dear form, with eyes 
lifted in glowing gratitude to her preserver—till 
happiness, sweet as man ever enjoyed, was his, 
But Oh, it was a vain dream, aud he awoke to the 
| horrid contrast im an agony of remorse. 


It was agreed between them that Henry should 
change his name to Charles Williams, pass himsel 
off as some rich gentleman from Albany; and it 
possible, marry into a rich family, leave his wite, 
jand with his fortune fly to Europe. The wretches 
| with whom he associated himself spoke not their 
| views so freely to their victim, but gradually led 
‘him on, from pleasure to pleasure, and hope to 
hope, till he was too far gone in guilt to retreat. 
| Early in the morning they took their baggage, 
paid the passage with a counterfeit note, and re- 
ceived change in good money—ordered their bag- 
gage to follow—put up at separate, but the most 
fashionable hotels, and commenced the gentlemen. 

A tew days after their arrival, as Harry and 
O’Fanagan were walking down Broadway, both 
wearing the appearance of gentlemen, his compa- 
nion directed his attention to a lovely girl on the 


| 


| 


“ Gentlemen, let me congratulate you on Mr.|| other side of the way. 
He has con-| 
which reasons till it reasons itself out of all reason,| sented to let us * buckle fortune on his back,’ and 


“ There, Mr. Williams, look there—there’s blood 
for you—look at those cheeks—see those eyes— 


‘Sa piece of flaming fuel will feed upon itself til] | the first thing will be to give him a suit of gentle-| Jarge—black—the lips—and the forehead” —where 


the strength of its materials has departed. | 


‘for as Thomson says— 


| “D 


looked in upon his own heart, and asked if he were 
hot beyond the reach of decay ; if thought, aflec- 








n Thomson!” said Mr. Waring, a vulgar! 


But he} man’s clothes, and that will be on his back, indeed, || every god did seem to set his seal—“ to give—” 


* She is indeed most beautiful,” said Harry. 


The object of their attention was indeed enough: 
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to fascinate those who gazed on ber. Not tall—’ 
but full tall enough—not so excessively slender 
as some ladies | have seen, but just slender 
enough to have an air of uncommon grace about 
her tigure—her hand, small, white, and delicate, 
and so periect in its shape, was just beautuiul 
enough to give away a heart so soft, and a person 
so winning. Black haw well corresponded with the 
finely arched eye-brow and long lashes; a pleasing 
outline shaped the face, and a sweet smile might be 
caught playing around her lips, like a gleam of 
sunshine upon the roses leaves—but the principal, 
charm flashed from the eye—that bewitching—tas- 
cinating—unaccountable—Je ne sais quot—which 
makes the heart beat, and the whole system thrill 
with pleasure ; which calls a glow upou the cheek, 
and lights an answering expression in the gazer’s 
eye, which if rightly interpreted, reads more elo- 
quent appeals in a single flash, than ever came) 
from the lips of a Demosthenes or a Cicero. H 
* Do you admire her, my boy °” 
“ Admire her!—f do from the bottom of my | 


‘ ” 1} 
heart. 
\} rn 


“ Oh that you could love her! Ehr” 

“ Love her? Would that I could but hear her| 
speak—but look at her—but know her.” 

You shall know her!” Henry started. 
“ Why you are not acquainted with her” 
“ No.” 

Nor any of your friends ?” 

“ Ne.” 

And she dues not know you?” 

She does not.” 

‘Why then you are jesting ©” 

“ No Lam not indeed—and you shall not only 
know her, but by the powers—you shall marry 
her.” 

* Marry !—marry her! Impossible!” 

“ I'll be hanged else !—perdition catch my soul 
if any thing but your consent is waating to make 
her yours, for good and evil.” 


. 
. 


“ J should think if you had such a controul over 
the ludy’s actions you would marry her yourself ?” 

“ Faith, and so lL would, only but for one little 
small obstacle.” 

* What is that ?” 

“7 can’t.” 

* | should hardly have supposed either you or I 
could have exerted that influence over her.” 


a a a Qs 


} +. 
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was hurt? ©’ Fanagan, in the mean time, was ma- bis rascalitv. Now, after all these indulgences, the 
king a thousand apologies for his awkwardness: 


, partiality of his countrymen, the trust and confi. 
till, with a sweet smile, 


and a cheek wearing a dence the commander in chief had reposed in him 
glow of deeper crimson than usual, she left thes 
the one entranced with her beauty, and the othe: 
delighted at the probable issue of so gallant an ad- Jo sk his mal-practices, I say, atter all this, it is jp 

‘ ne | c . - 


venture. ps sible to paint him in colou s sufficiently black 


ie prodigious sums that he has pilfered from his 


ivtry, Which has been indulgent enough to over. 


q here. said the latter, “there s mauagemcnut— Avai ice, cursed avarice, with unbounded ambition 
that’s your sorts—she’s yours as sure as fate—how 
lucky I put my cane out—I’m the boy to fix the 


lassies.”’ 


void of every principle of honour, h mrestY, gene 
rosity, or gratitude, induced the caitiff to make the 
first overtures to the enemy, as Andre, the British 
adjutant-general, declared upon his honour, whep 
on trial before the general officers. This brave, 
accomplished officer, was yesterday hanged: poy 
a single spectator but what pitied his untimely fate. 
although filled with gratitude for the providentigi 
discovery ; convinced that his sentence was Just, 
jand that the law of nations and custom of war jus 
tified and rendered it necessary. Yet his personal 
accomplishments, appearance, and behaviour, gain. 
ed him the good wishes and opinion of every per. 
| son who saw him. He was, perhaps, the most ac. 
And how came youto know so much of her *” | complished officer of the age—he met his fate ina 
Oh, lave me alone for that. J think Ive been | manner which did honour to the character of a sol- 
here before—but come along—and mind your eye dier. Smith, the man who harboured him, is up. 
twig that long fellow with a short coat—and see | der trial for his life, and I believe will suffer the 
iwhat I do.” same fate. May Arnold’s life be protracted under 
They soon entered the battery, where, by some | all the keenest stings and reflections of a guilty con- 
polite attention, they became partially acquainted science—be hated and abhorred by all the race ol 
with the geuteman who was leisurely enjoying the | mankind, and finally suffer the excruciating tortures 
fresh air. The elder being used to these things,! due to so great a traitor. 
svon managed to ripen itto a friendship; and be- | 
fore a week’s time they were both invited to the | —_——_———_ 
‘mansion where beauty dwelt in the midst of| MARRIAGE. 
| wealth. A husband and wife, who love and value each 
\other, show their children and servauts how they 
‘should behave. ‘Those who live in contention and 
‘despise each other, lose much of their authority, 


| and teach their children to act unnaturally. 
ARNOLD AND ANDRE. a : 


“1s HE RICH 2” 

| From the general use of this question may be 
sacred cause of liberty and the “ rights of man,” | derived the influence which riches have upon the 
‘to his intimate friend and companion in arms, Col.' minds of the generality of mankind. ‘The other 
Peabody. It is upon the subject of Arnold’s trea-) day dame Chitterling had a gentlenian apply fora 
chery, and we publish it for two reasons; first, be-| daughter, but her answer could not be obtained 
cause it breathes a proper spirit of detestation for) until time and opportunity offered to inquire whe 
\that individual who could so far forget his manhood, | ther he possessed a plenty of the treasures of this 
his honour, and his maker, as to sell his country;) world. An emigrant, when he first steps foot on 


* You did not put your stick on purpose before 
the lady, did your” 

* Faith, and I'm thinking I did. i saw her bro- 
ther walking on aliwad—I will meet him and be- 
come acquainted—you must be mighty polite— 
he'll introduce you—you shall make love, &c. &c. 
* Thus far we go before the wind’.” 

“ And who is this sweet girl 5” 

“ Miss C.” 

Is she rich ?” 


* As Crovsus.” 


“Tam, in haste, yours, 


“ A. ScAMMELL.” 








| DESULTORY SELECTIONS. 








| The following is the original letter from Colonel 
Scammell, as brave a soldier as ever bled in the| 
| 





and, secondly, because it has never but once before, shore is surveyed attentively, and the first inquiry 


“ ‘The truth of the matter,” said O’Fanagay, “ is, t9 our knowledge, been inserted in a public journal. |is, “Is he rich?” If negatived, he is levelled—i 


that you are blessed with a face handsomer than | 
mine, and you can talk, Mr. Williams, better than) 


me, and you stand more chauce of getting in the 
* heart of the little lassie oh.” 

* And what if I should be suecessful in securing 
her affections °” 

* ‘Take her fortune and scud.” 


| Although a period of nearly forty-five years has | he is really so, without searching into the qualifica 
transpired since it was penned, still the circumstance | tions of the man, he is raised to the honours ol 
it commemorates is as green in the remembrance of | receiving a bow and the homage of time and op 
our countrymen as a thing of yesterday, which is,’ portunity of every description; the young ladies 
indeed, conclusive proof that “a traitor’s memory all have hopes of an easy settlement, could they bul 
\can never die.” | win his affections, and the money is counted and 

“ Dear Sir—Treason! treason! treason ! black | attended to, while sense and virtue, in rags, may 





“ What! abandon her to infamy !” 

And he shuddered at the thought of reducing so 
fair a form to misery ; he was disgusted also with 
the heartlessness of his adviser, and was about to 
answer, when the fine looking girl cast her eyes 
towards him.” 

* See,” said O’Fanagan, “ by heavens she is 
looking at us—she is crossing the street—hush— 
here she comes !” 

A slight blush overspread her face as she drew 
near, and cast down her eyes in the earnest and 
admiring gaze of the handsome Harry; while his 
friend, with the utmost sang froid, turned his head 
as if recognising an acquaintance far behind, put 
luis cane before her foot so that she stumbled and 
nearly fell to the pavement. The accident might 
have been more serious had not Harry, with in- 
tinctive politeness, caught her upon his strong 
rm, and bowing, with easy grace, inquired if she 


as hell! That a man so high on the list of fame, wander neglected. 

| should be guilty as Arnold, must be attributed not\| “ Is he rich?’ demands old father Greybeard, 
only to original sin, but actual transgressions. Hea-'“ if not, he shall not have a daughter of mine; 
venus and earth! we were all astonishment, each) poverty-struck man shall have a penny of my pre 
peeping at his next neighbour to see if any treason perty. “ Is he rich?” says old Gripus—* il he i 
was hanging about him; nay, we even descended) not, I will not trust him a farthing.” Poor mortals 

‘to a critical examination of ourselves. This sur- the rich man needs not the help of a miser ; it is the 
prise soon settled down into a fixed detestation and | poor and industrious who stand in need of your & 
| abhorrence of Arnold, which can receive no addi- | sistance 5 the daughter of a man who lives well a 
‘tion. His treason has unmasked him the veriest the world may make as happy a match with 4 
| villain of centuries past, and set him in true colours. | poor man as with one dignified by rank or fortune 
} His conduct and suflerings at the northward, has, | to-day a king may become a beggar—to-morrow # 
lin the eyes of the army and his country, covered} beggar may become a king; but will change alter 
a series of base, grovelling, dirty, scandalous, and the blood which flows in his veins ? Deluded mat 

rascally peculation and fraud; and the army and fancy not that money can purchase health or co” 
country, ever indulgent and partial to an officer tentment !—the child in the cottage with his atl 
}who has suffered in the common cause, wished to ‘potato shows as many smiles, and has as nian) 
| cover his faults; and we were even afraid to exa- | winning ways, looks as healthy, and is better pre 
‘mine too closely, for fear of discovering some of] pared for the vicissitudes of disease than the pal 
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peret! babe, who is fed and nursed under the ten 
derness of a fond and indulgent mother, who, 
through love, vitiates his blood by an excess of de- 
licious morsels. Thus riches may have ill conse- 


quences When badly opphied. 


THE COMMERCIAL GENTLEMAN. 

I: was during a tour in the West of England, in 
the long vacation, that a college friend and my sell 
put op at an Ton in Falmouth, frequented by Com 
mercial Gentlemen. Anxious to see life in all its 
varieties, we entered the traveller's room, the ouly 
inmate of which was a fat, bustling, red-faced, seli- 
important gentleman, who was devouring oysters 
with all his energies. My waggish friend, Waters, 
ever on the watch for a joke, at once accosted lam : 


rushed in, his eves staring—his teeth chattering— 

and desperation marked on every feature. “Pm 
! 

t dead mai) —poisened—done for—gone. Look 


ny Waistcoat, that | pulled off with ease last might, 
won't meet any where by three inches this morn- 
ing. Ob Dsee it plainly—my hours are number- 
ed, and I'm to be another victim to these fatal oys- 
ters. Yes, from the first moment you mentioned 
it, | was sure it was all over with me. I feel my- 
sclf swelling every minute. Help! help! send tor 
a surgeon —but fit’s in vain, I'm beyond the reach 
4! medicine. () dear! how very, very 
hard to die in this out-of-the-way place, and all for 


() dear ! 

the sake of a few oysters | For God's sake, gentle- 
men, take pity on a dying man 3 my lite’s invalua- 
ble to the firm. How long d’ve think I shall live r 


A gentlemen paying a visit, one morning, to a 
farmmiv., was shown mto a room where, on a writing 
desk, wes a paper on which a lady had begun to 
transcribe a song from the opera of “ Love in a 
Village: remarking that she had left off at the 
end of the two following lines 


“Ie lowe should there meet a d palt 
* LU ntater ad fw ta 


He took up a pen and com) leted the verse, by 
adding : 


“Ti on earth such a couple ther 
“Di be whipt at the ta ‘ t 


The London papers mention that the immense 
estates which belonged to the late Duke of Tusea- 
ny, have devolved to the young Duke of Reisch- 
stadt, the son of Napoleon Bonaparte. 


“ You are fond of oysters, | presume, sir" “\e- 
ry, sir,” and he swallowed, with a smack, the list 
of six dozea. “ Far be it from me to alarm you, 
sir,” returned the other, with a countenance of the | 
deepest concern—* but I own I feel surprised at) pe joke was now become serious, forthe Com. on™ 
your partiality for the Falmouth oysters. Y ou ae) mercial Gentleman was black in the face, and we ig 
of course aware, that, in consequence of the viciNi- | determined on telling him the truth. He listened 
ty to the mines, they contain a poisonous metallic) (4 ys with glistening eves; at the conclusion, smil- 
substance, which causes sickness and swelling, and! 4g jin the most ghastly manver, and then rushed 
sometimes even death, in the oyster-eater.” “ Me-| : 





Have I time to make my will ? Think of the firm! 


what will they say, when they think of my untime- THE DRAMA. 


ly end? Um going—lI teel it—my breath’s leaving : = 


me, help! L say help! 





“1 confess I lowe th: 
which no words (rom human iips have ever produced any bere else.” 


Theatre, for Lhave received Unpressiogs there 


=== 


THE THEATRSS. 
The two houses still go on most encouragingly. 
We are once more under the necessity, however, 
; : of apologizing to our readers for neglecting to bring 
. ce saamat 199 » | sorenany ly trom the a . | up = an so ae incidents ae naareenel 
tallie substance ! poisonous vicinity !” returned the |” 4 full quarter of an hour was spent in incessant |v? CMF Journ : ain has | 
man of journies, pettishly, “ ve eaten many a bar- \roars of laughter, and when that time had elapsed, ye — redhat or » wey epee “1 oo 
rel of oysters in my time, sir, and—” “Lhope you ‘we sought him with the landlady ; she told us, that rendered impossible. We assure nang public, at the 
eat many more,” interrupted Waters, “ although on leaving the room, he called for his bill, “settled a ey tee one rgeorigeeltng ae — 
upon my soul, I doubt it. However, eu revotr ; and it like a lord,” ordered a chaise, and quitted the — ol ws ‘ ontroul) shall rit eg a 
we leit him for a stroll about the town. On OU town. ‘The recollection of his lovely countenance Barrett, of the Ch tham, h eS Nee 8 OSES SS - 
return to supper, after an hour’s ramble, we found | when he left us, half a dozen empty phials, a cool- ton. fis pi cessor, Weymuss, though ag 
the Commercial Gentleman pacing up and down | ing mixture, an empty pill-box, and some saline a 7 COM parisons ere odious. 7 a, © have 
the room,—* non passibus, a quis,” —and evident: | draughts, were all we had to console us for a sur- a baad ag , wel re , the Pheatre wise in 
ly awaiting, with some anxiety, our reappearance.) reon’s bill of three guineas, the sum we had the: - " ye whe = ge ps y cn ae 
“Sir,” said he to Waters, in the most silvery tones, | pleasure of paying for our hoax on the Commer- . oe y _ oe reniirdeeds *. or bediren finish of 
“I have beeu considering what you told me, and— ) ¢jal Gentleman. ithe churacter falls short of Mrs. Entwistle in for- 
and—I feel rather—queer.”” “ Now don’t let me ~——-—— ~~ - | mer days. Barnes wes quite clever mn our Peter; 
alarm you,” said W. with his most imperturbable_| MAGHANIMOUS BANDET. jout Mr. Stanley, as ¢ nares, lost sight of the che- 
face, “ but we remarked to each other, as we enter- The leader of a gang of banditti in Corsica, who racter ; he gave very little dignity to the hero, was 
ed the room, that your countenance was perfectly had long been famous tor his exploits, was at length: destitute of that non-chalance which we have so 
altered.” “Now are you serious ? Oh dear! what taken and committed to the care of a soldier, from), muc h admired in Cooper and Barrett. Mr. Foot 
shall 1 do? Do advise me!” “Call in a medical!) Whom he contrived to escape. ‘This soldier was | was far below Stone in Sur Oliver; and Mr. Rent’s 
man directly,” said the wag, “and that no time may | condemned to death. At the place of execution, a! Moses was insuflerably bad. Clarke's Joseph was 
be lost, I myself will be your messenger.” |man coming up to the commanding officer said, chaste, aud his interview with Lady Teazle was 








He soon found a country practitioner, whom he i“ Sir, lam a stranger to you, but you shall soon enough to stamp him as a man of more than ord> 
summoned to see a “ friend of his of very shatter-/)*"°¥ who 7  . : have heard that ove of your nary talent, 

ed nerves, who fancied himself poisoned by eating! soldiers is to die for having suffered a prisoner to! During the fifth act, “ The Nation’s Guest” en- 
a few oysters!” The affair, in consequence, took } ©3CPe- He was not at all to blame; besides, the | tered, amidst plaudits, which shook the very foun 
anew turn. After Mr. Gobblestone had detailed || Prisoner shall be restored to you. Behold him | dation of the house. 

lis case with the utmost earnestness, “Yes, yes,” here! I am the man. I cannot bear that ap in-} Tuesday evening, September 21.—The comic ope- 
says the Doctor to us, in a whisper, “1 see very} Oceut man should be punished for me, aud I have |i ra of * Guy Mannering,” and the “ Cataract of the 
clearly how matters stand. Evidently disordered |) COM€ te die for myself; lead me to execution, ‘mm Ganges.” Clarke did all for Colonel Mannering 
in the brain. Wrong there,’ and he tapped, in| “No! . exclaimed the French officer, who felt the! that could be done, and Barnes, as Dominie Samp- 
the most knowing manner, his own bald pericra- |) SUblimity of the action as he ought; “ thou shalt son, was prodigious! Lucy Bertram was performed 
nium. “I'll humor him.” ‘To the patient, with a/) 4 die ; and the soldier shail be set at liberty.— || by Mrs. Deluce, who made her first appearance on 
smile, he continued, “Yes, sir, yes, Cornish oys- | Endeavor to reap the fruits of thy generosity, Thou) any stage this evening. It has been seldom that we 


ee . *e | me ; . PY J of © ry ‘ ” . . . . 
ters are most pernicious—highly pernicious—fatal- || deservest to be henceforth an honest man. jhave seen so prepossessing an introduction. The 
ee ° | ‘ 
ly pernicious ; you must be bled without delay ; a) 


| INFIDELITY. character of Lucy was chaste and interesting, and 
blister to-morrow, if necessary ; a cooling draught A servant who had made the improvement that | the sweet manner in which her songs were sung, 
on going to bed, and I shall send a mixture to be | might be expected from hearing the irreligious and gave us a very high opinion of her vocal abilities. 
taken every three hours.” | blasphemous conversation continually passing at) We think she will supply the vacancy occasioned 
The commercial gentleman was then bled, and | the table where it was his place to wait, took an by Mrs. Holman’s retirement, to the entire satisfac- 
hurried off to his piliow: while Waters, determined | opportunity to rob his master. Being apprehend-| tion of the audience, and will venture to predict 
to keep up the joke, while assisting him to un-|/ed, and urged to give a reason for this infamous) that she will soon become a favourite. We never 
dress, seereted his waistcoat; we then had the || behaviour —* Sir,” said he, “I had heard you so! see Miss Johnson but with admiration ; her Julia 
broad back taken out, and a very narrow one sub-/ often talk of the impossibility of a future state, and | Manneriug was excellent—and Miss Placide’s 
stituted. Early the next morning, I made a point || that after death there was no reward for virtue, nor) Flora did her much honour. The Cataract went 
o! seeing the invalid. “I hope you are better, Mr.|| punishment for vice, that I was tempted to commit! off as well as usual, and Simpson was as bad as 
Gobblestone ?” “O! I amas well as ever I was in’ the robbery.” “ Well, but,” replied the master, ever in Mokarra. 
my life. It was alla joke, wasn’t it ?” said he,!“had you no fear of that death which the laws of |} —————= ——— 
With what was meant to be an insinuating smile, “I! your country inflict upon the crime?” “ Sir,” re-) On Tuesday Gen. Lafayette, in company with 
Knew it was all a joke,ha!!! “Well, I hope joined the servant, looking sternly at his master,) Col. Huger, whose romantic adventures at Olmutz 
you ll find it such,” said 1, slyly depositing the, “ what is that to you, if 1 had a mind to venture) are so well known, visited the “ Apprentices’ Libra- 
Waistcoat, and making my exit. We had hardly that? You have removed my greatest terror; why ry.” They were received with cordiality and en- 
begun breakfust, when the unfortupate Londoner | should I fear the less ?” ‘thusiasm. 
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extract 


followin 
d, ts24, 
an, in the Presbyterian 


{ ite and obtained the 


‘delivered August 
at the opening of a new Or; 


from au 


church. Vandewater-street, by Hooren Cumaine, 


Db. D 
Dr. Cunning tor lis politeness, in allowing us to 
present the readers of the Viirror with so invaluable 


it COM pPustiol, 


pustor of said church. We sincerely thank 


My rrienps—We have convened amid circum- 
stances of a highly propitious character. By the 
muniheence of an enlighteued and publie-spirited 
mdividual,* and a corresponding and Commenda- 
ble zeal on the part of the congregation statedly 
worshipping within these walls, the elegant and 
sonorous instrument has been reared, to whose dul- 
May we 
not hope that a new era has shed her dawn upon 
us—that sacred music will be cultivated here, both 
us a science and an art—will yield her tull propor- 
tion of rational and holy homage to Hin who sit- 


eet strains we have listened with delieht. 


teth in the Heavens—will wash out the impurities | 


ofa vitiated taste; cast off the shackles of bigotry 
and prejudice, and become as elevated, as refined, 
as controlling in her influence over the population 
of New-York, as she already is amony the inha- 
bitants of some of our sister towns and cities? 

A consciousness that Lam unable to do justice 
10 the subject oppresses me. Yet, enthusiastically 
attached to appropriate vocal and instrumental 
music, f could not withhold my mite, however fee- 
ble, when solicited by the friends of sacred psalmo- 
dy, to co-operate with them in their efforts, 

li would be employing our time to very little 
purpose were we, on an occasion like the present, 
to institute any learned researches, or rather form 


conjectures, concerning the origin of music 5 and to! 


inquire whether it were not trom the songsters of 
the grove that men first learned the art. 


Every || 


MIRROR, AND LADIES’ LITERARY GAZETTE. 


Listen to the enlivening airs of the robin, 
the thrilling accents of the nightingale, the plain- 
tive couiigs of the turtle-dove : 


sounds | were us one, to make one sound to be heard jg 
praising and thanking the Lord, and whea they 
lifted up their voice, with the trumpets and cym- 


buls, and instruments of music, 


sounds sweet and 
enchanting as the lyre of Orpheus, or the harp of 
David. What are they but the melodies of nature ; 
Aud is there a parent in this sanctuary who has 
not been enchanted by the inarticulate efforts of lis 
Wifaut, expressing in all the sunplicity of nature, 


ind praised the 


Lord, saving, For he is youd ; for his mercy endu- 
reth for ever: that then the house was filled with 
a cloud, even the house of the Lord: so that the 
priests could not stand to minister, by reason of the 
clond, for the glory of the Lord had filled the 
house of the Lord.’* And, at the close of the 


sublime and admirable prayer which Solomon of. 


sensations of a delightful cast—the accents melo- 
cious, but the voice indistinct. 
Without a peradventure, vocal music preceded 


that which is instrumental. Still we can trace, by | fered on that august occasion, the voice of melody 
again resounded through all the arehes of the 
splendid structure, and “ the instruments of musie 
of the Lord, which David the king had made to 
praise the Lord,” bore their full part in the swelling 
chorus. Every undulating breeze carried up to 
Heaven’s high chancel the notes of gratitude ; and 
angels bowed, and worshipped, aud rejoiced, ag 
they listened to the praise which mortals offered 
with their lips, their cymbals, their stringed instru- 
ments, their organs. 


the light of authentic history, the very early use 
both of the harp and the Jubal, of the 
world before the flood, is styled by the inspired au- 
thor of the pentateuch, “ the father of all such as 
handle” either, ‘The Syrian who, instigated by 
covetousuess, persecuted Jacob, regretted that he 
could not honour his departure for his native land, 
* with mirth, and with songs, with tabret, and with 
pipe.’ On the banks of the Red Sea, Moses, and, 
the men of Lsrael, joined by Miriam and her female | 
choirs, with tunbrels,, chanted the high praises of | 
Jehovah their Deliverer. In the first ages of Gre- 
cian history, her rude clans were charmed into 


order and refinement by the lyres of Orpheus, | 
1 NV 


orvan. 


You have read the psalms of David. 
teems from every verse. 
‘the heights : 


Praise 
“ From the heavens: ig 
all his angels, all his hosts: sun apd 
/|moon: the stars of light: heavens of heavens: 
luswus, and Amphion. Rome, the nurse of he-|) waters above the heavens: dragons and all deeps: 
\roes, the seat of empires, the ruler of the nations,| fire and bail: snow and vapour : mountains and 
(was never without music, either in her rudest or! all hills: fruitful trees and cedars: beasts and 
| her most splendid times. lcreeping things, and flying fowl: kings of the 
There is, moreover, one remarkable fact, of) earth, and all people: princes and all judges of the 
‘which I desire not to make too much, but which) earth: young men and maidens: old men aud 
probably has never been pondered by any of you.||children: are loudly and repeatedly invoked to 
| When Jehoram, the son of Ahab, and Jehoshaphat,|| praise the name of the Lord.” “ For his name 
| king of Judah, united their forces against Mesha,' alone is excellent: his glory is above the earth 
‘the Moabite, after a journey of seven days, they) and heaven.” 
/encamped in a place totally destitute of water.— | Let us then cultivate this divine art with a fer- 
| Famished, and ready to expire, wicked as they|| vent zeal. No encouragement by him whio ad 
were, they entreated Elisha, the prophet of the' dresses you, shall be withheld. May an impetus 
| Lord, who was in the vicinity, to tell them what this night be given, which shall exert a powerful 
|, would be the probable result ol their enterprise.) and a hallowing influence, when unborn thousands 
| Afier reproving them sharply, for their idolatrous | shall, within these walls, rehearse the high praises 
propensities, and for having shamefully forsaken||of God their Saviour. May the Spirit of grace 
ithe God of their fathers, the pious man orders a} richly impart to us all a holy flame. May we wor 
minstrel to be brought ; and not until that minstrel) ship with the spirit, and with the understanding 


\ 
i] 
} 





being, capable of forming a complex idea, disco-||had swept the chords, and lifted up his voice, did) iso. And at last, may we severally be admitted 
vers, in due time, those faculties with which nature “ the hand of the Lord come “ upon the holy seer,”* |) to bear a part inthe sublime and immortal praises 
has endowed him. ‘The least elevation or depres- | Then he predicts good things. And according to| of the celestial temple. 
sion of the voice must have necessarily made the | his declarations, the army of Mesha is defeated, and), 5, cryrouictes, ch. v. N. Be On this oceasion, the number 
first race of men perceive that their organs were | dispersed throughout all the circumjacent region, persons cmploedyin pert i honed 
capable of producing other sounds than those of and the cities of his kingdom razed to their foun || ic bas always been the fact, in subsequent periods, that in proportion 
speech; and that singing was as natural as any) dations. The inspiring influence of sacred music rahen 4g has revived, sacred matic bas also been received 8 
other method of expression. A little more expe-|| was powerfully felt, even by him on whom the, 
rience must have shown them that metals, and all||manile descended, and the spirit of Elisha rested :, 
other bodies, when struck and disposed in a certain||by bim who was commissioned of Jehovah to 
manner, produced sounds also. Hence, almost|| pronounce the downtall of princes, the subversion 
every inauimate substance has been pressed into | of thrones, the desolation of entire kingdoms: and 
the service of harmony. Glass, wood, the viscera under such peculiar circumstances too, that the 
of animals, their teeth, their bones, and even straw) power of melodious sounds was essential to waking 
have yielded their tribute. Hence, different musi-|| yup the prophetic hiatus. 
cal instruments have been successively, and in the|| No people cultivated this noble and ennobling 
ratio of the progress of refinement, invented injscience with more enthusiasm and perseverance! 
different ages. | thaw the people chosen by God to be the deposita- 

The universe itself is formed on the principles'|ries of his oracles, his laws, his institutions, his de- 
of harmony. Survey the wonderful symmetry dis- 
played throughout the system of material and in- 
telligent nature ! Contemplate the admirable order 
with which the heavenly bodies wheel in their 
courses, through the tackless regions of space,| 
and sublimely proclaim the grandeur and goodness 
of the universal Creator! and you can readily’ 
wnderstand what is meant by * the music of the 
‘pheres.”’ 

Is nature then enriched with harmonical pro- 
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ARTS AND SCIENCE 





Question VIL. 


To investigate the motion of a body projected 
obliquely on a given horizontal plane, the resist- 
ance arising from friction being taken into cons 
deration. 


By Eboracensis. 


r| 


Solution to appear in 


No. 17. 





; ; Ii was a beautiful turn given by a great lady, 
clarative glory, that they might be preparatives for) 4, being asked where her husband was, when he 
the universal introduction of that system ol peace, |) jy concealed for having been deeply concerned 
harmony, righteousness and bliss, the advent of} 

which, in prospective, made “ all the morning stars | 
sing together, and all the sons of God shout for 
JOY. 





in a conspiracy, resolutely answered, that she had 
hidden him. This confession caused her to be 
brought before the governor, who told her thal 
nothing but confessing where she had hidden him 
could save her from the torture. “ And will th! 
| having cymbals, and psalteries, and harps, stood at doi”—said she. “ Yes,” replied the governor, ” 
ihe east end of the altar, and with them an hun-) , ill pass my word for your safety on that com 
| dred and twenty priests, sounding with trumpets. } dition.” ‘“ Then,” said she, “] have hid him 1) 
portions, but leit a pauper in regard to melodious [t came cven to pass, as the trumpeters and singers my heart, where you may find him.” This sue 


I 


J 


| 


. . i iH 
At the dedication of the temple, “* the Le-| 
vites, which were the singers, arrayed in white linen, | 


Mr. Ephrain Conrad * II Kings, ch. iti | prising answer charmed her enemies. 
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THE CENSOR. 








ime Wi pure ether pia) 
And bask and whiten tu the blaze of day 


No. XVI 


* As for these «spirits 
heart they live si) head, all eve, all ear 
\ telleet, all sens sod as they please 
These iim themselves; and colour, shape or size 
“ Aseu s hhes them best, condemn of save 


Little 


(ienius to me the other day; “ you are promoted. 


“(Come on! master student!” said the 
You are elevated to the privilege of beholding what 
You, who are the 
dull sons of the earth, boast much of your * freedom 
You little know 
how much you are controlled by uuseen powers, 
which propel and drag you as irresistibly as the 


mortals call supern itural things. 


ot will? and * treedoim of action. 


steam does the ship, or attraction the cataract. 
Everyman in the world, whether savage or civiliz- 
ed. white or black, is governed, not by himself, 
but by af spirit”) Even mortals in common par- 
lance, When they speak of a very bad man, they 
say le is governed by ‘an evil spirit;? and in 
peaking of a very good man, they say he is go- 
verned by ‘a good spirit” Every class of people, 
and every species of character, have their peculias 
ud proper inunortal agent, who lures, forces, and 
cuides them according to his own will—while the 
voor deceived mortal pulls himself up with the 
vain conceit that he is a free, independent being, 
iad that whatever he does is voluntary. ‘The spi- 
rit of avarice governs one; the spirit of benevo- 
lence another. The good and bad man—the states- 
ina, Whose unceasing toil saves, clevates,and makes 


happy his country ; and the pseudo-patriot, who) 


plays the game of hypocrisy and falsehood to ac- 
quive favour at the expense of the nation’s glory and 
happiness, are mere machines in the hands of un- 


seen powers; and they again are restrained, di-| 


iected, and governed, by one great, supreme Omni- 
potence. Come, master student, I will assume the 


; “tide ee 
shape of a plain citizen, and by the aid of my su-| 


pernatural power, | will endow thee with the co- 
lour and form of a similar man—let us walk awhile 
up and down Broadway. I touch thine eye with 
my wand, and now thou hast the gift of a superior 
sight, sufficient for the immediate purpose which | 
have in view. Thou mayest behold the belles and 
beaux who promenade on this delightful day in that 
lashionable waik—and about the person of each 
thou hast power to see that which before no mortal 
eye hath treecly seen, the attending genius of every 
individual.” 

Pleased with the power with which I was endow- 
fd, and agreeably surprised to hehold myself and 
ity benefactor transformed into the shapes of plain, 
sober citizens, I took his arm, and we sallied forth 
together to that beautiful promenade of which 
New-York is so justly vain. The street was crowd- 
‘d with dandies and dandizettes, who sauntered up 
sud down, and talked, and laughed, and snufled 
tie breeze, and enjoyed the sun, with all the luxury 
ol youth and health. To look at their smiling 
haces, and their gay, splendid, and magnificent 
‘esses, you would not suppose there could be such 
‘ thing as Wait, poverty, or misery, in the world, 
Bat what particularly delighted me, was the disco- 
‘ery of the little spirit that, like a bee or a buttertly, 
ecined to attend each person in the promenade. 
‘ach spirit seemed to difier in appearance trom the 
‘icr—distinguished by difference of size, shape, 
nd colour 5 some striking the eye with an inex- 
/Fessible beauty, and others with surpassing ugliness. 

“Is it true,” said 1 to the Genius, “ihat every 





““ihan being is always attended by these little spi-|i around her ?” 
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Sa a el 

Indeed I never beheld any thing more beautiful 
than the supernatural litte existence that attended 
Look through the promenade and te young damsel last mentioned. It sometimes 
see if Vou can discover any two faces that are alike, 
or any two forms that do not differ widely fromeach White, then red as the rose, and always brilliant, 
other. 


rts, every one of them so much ditiermmg trom th 
others °” 


“4 ertainly, 
issued the colours of the rambow, thea it wag 


In the infinite varieties of his creation, our The genius re plied, * That is benevolence ; there 
benevolent God hath made no two things exactly 


isnot a look, nor a movement made by that ep- 
alike. 


No two peas in the field, no two eves in chanting cul without some view to contribute to 
the same head, are in all things of exact resem- the happiness of those around het She is all love- 
blance, aud yet every thing in creation is made to: liness, and all excellence! You perceive by her 
answer the object of its existence.” Her good sense has 

* True, indeed!” said 1; * but tell me, what is taught her all the virtues of selidenial, and she 
the name of the little, dark, mean looking spirit that, studies the happiness of others to secure her own, 
flutters about the person of that tall, well dressed.) Her industry and economy will make her husband 
elegant young gentleman who walks with that or-) wealthy, and ber cheerfulness and good judgment 
dinary lady °”’ 


] ' 
dress that she has no vanity 


\ will make him happy. She hates nobody, loves 
*'That is the spirit of avarice, so called among ®!l mankind, and her heart is always fall of gra- 
mortals, and that elegant young man is so entirely, Wtude to her friends, and adoration for her Ged.” 
wider his control that he is going to sell himself to! 
that ordinary woman with whom he is walking, for 
her money. 


* Bless me” said 1, “ PU address that young lady, 
and marry her myself—she is just the woman | 
A similar spirit, of blacker and more) want for a wile.” 
ugly shape, governs that beautiful young Miss | * You can never marry her,” replied the Genius, 
whom you see tagged to that old, wrinkled bache-) + for she is betrothed to the vouth who walks by 
lor, with a snub-nose, bandy-legs, and ferretted eyes! her side, and whose attending spirit ix called, by 
” purging plum-tree gum.” ‘That sweet looking girl,! mortals, emulation. Prompted by this power, he 
whose curls play so beautifully over her fair fore-_ j, pressing forward in his profession with all the ar- 
head, whose lips are like the cherry, and whose | dour of hope, and is resolved to make his fame by 
teeth are like pearl; whose air and manner be-) heing at once the most learned, the most eloquent, 
speak so much softness, refinement, and goodaess,! the most virtuous, and most benevolent advocate 
is a little, arrant hypocrite, who has discarded her |! of legal science. 
own true lover, and broken down his spirit by her!) — « suecess to him,” said 1; “ Lenvy him his bliss: 
cruelty ; she has sold herself to that bachelor, and) p44 hope that the spirit which governs me will 


r . ) > , . . . . . 
although she loves her Lover, and is in fact as mise-| never permit me to wish ill to one single virtuous 


| rable as he is, she is persuaded by that ugly lite} being in the globe. But what infernal black spirit is 
spirit that money will certainly make her happy. | that which hovers over the head of that wrinkled, 
y Under that mistaken view she is irresistibly con-|| red-haired woman walking with that old fat Caco 
trolled to make herself, her lover, and her in|) fago-looking man.” 

‘tended husband, miserable for lite. ‘Thus dothava-|| ,, ies he ten enletn of dhendenave, cece cul nals 
rice sport with the happiness of man.” P : ial ya 
, « B ; od - ‘ i | that hovers over a great many heads in Broadway, 
_ “ But, certainly,” said I, “she is not controlled! a4q makes almost as much mischief in society as 
irresistibly, because she can cast off that spirit at the spirit of avarice. it is that spirit which, ac- 


pew pleasure, recall her dismissed lover, marry i cording to your Shakspeare, whom we Gods some- 


| 


: , 9 ° . 
jand be happy. ~ times read with pleasure, 
| “Ohno! she can no more act in opposition to | 
| that spirit than water can roll backward to its fouu- 
1 . . “oe . . ° 
‘tain. See with what familiarity the ugly little thing , by» , ; 
yee! “It is that spirit which elevates into office 
plays about her person; he winds himself amid the It is that = fa the 
i". . . we mean, contemptible demagogue; and sinks into dis- 
jringlets that deck her head—he enters into her eyes, | , ; 
_ grace the benefactor of the state; which washes 
and inhales the breath from her ruby lip—he re-|) >) aaa “— 
, - white the Ethiop, and makes God’s apostles worthy 
poses in her bosom, and she and he, depend upon | ag , ; 
|. Ps ' ‘lito sit in the senate. But I will show you more of 
jit, have been long intimately acquainted. She has’! ; ; 
as Speirs RIERA ‘these things at some future day; at present the 
rejected the better spirit that would have made her | , 
I , , os hour calls thee to thy dinner, and me to higher 
happy, and is entirely under the dominion of that) |. ;' 
. ° . duties. | have displayed to you how men are 
ugly imp that shocks your eye. Of ail the wicked | Mcsentier an obelt tener Wee eat 
ye . a “ ’ “i. Teatl 0 b « , o 
| Spirits that infest the air and pesier mortals on | Ptnepan . : ry 


. ew . \ being may, by conducting well in early life, have 
earth, avarice is the most inimical to the happiness | 5 , ye ;, or, 
i always a good genius to attend him. It is in our 


of society. It insinuates itself into the church, and | : : 
ay . “fae | power not to sin at all, but having sinned, a bad 
|propels the prelate that preaches consolation * to)" ” ilies Aiea So 

; ; genius takes us under his care, and we cannot 
| the poor,’ to seek only riches for himself. It creeps, on” D 
into the senate and prevails on the statesman to sell P. 
| his honour, his conscience, and his country—nay, to) 
‘destroy the very last hope of freedom, for a sitiful | 

y . I ’ 


| ORIGINAL ESSAYS. 
jand contemptible bribe. lis subtle influence dit-) — ———————————————— 


1 } 4 . F ‘ arene It is a pleasure to look into another's mind and see the action of 
fuses itself Into the he arts ol the people, and curses | his thoughts—cbanging and re-changing like clouds in a summer shy. 
them with such thirsty eagerness for gold, that in) == - = Sen eS 

its pitiful pursuit they neglect the sciences, the arts,’ 


their country, and their Ged.” 


“ Now o’er your bigh-raised city hangs bis poison 
“In the sick air, setting them in confounding odds, 
‘* That beasts may have this state in empire.” 




















LOVE OF FAME. 


“ Fondness for fame is avarice of air.” 


| Well,” said I, “ may heaven save me fromthe!) Tv is with much justice that Dr. Young has call- 
‘blighting influence of that wicked spirit! But yon- || ed the “love of fame the universal passion.” 
| der [sce a most interesting girl; that beautiful crea-) There is, | believe, no condition in life exempt from 
‘ture whose dress is so simple, whose eyes look down! the desire of distinction, except under the influence 
with modesty, as she listens to the conversation of] of that pious devotion which engages all the ener- 
|that decent young gentleman walking by her side;) gies of the mind ia pursuit of a higher object. In 
aud what is the name of that luminous litte spirit! some minds the love of fame glows with a pecaliar 
jthat sports with so much pleasure and aed 9% and from earliest youth to the decline oi 
‘life, is the ruling passion of the soul. Many per- 
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sons have been induced to believe that in stich 
minds itis a noble gift of Providence, 
to be fostered, and would, if directed by virtuous 
principles, be eminently useful to the world. ‘This 
might, with equal propriety, be said of every affec 


tion of the soul: for even those the most injurious 


that ought 


in their general effects, if placed under the govern- 
ment of the great power who gave them, would be 
the handmaids of happiness. The 
the gales of the intellectual world, yul- 
dance ola good pilot they will waft us to our des- 
tined port, and under the government of a bad one 
they will hasten our destruction. "This thirst for 
fame, which is so conspicuous in the lives and con- 


allections are 
with the 


duct of men, is a perverted principle, that was ort 
ginally intended to lead us to goodness. It is a_ 
thirst for immortality ; and in the breast of a good | 
man, does not long for that veneration after death, 
which 1s so conspicuous an object of the works of| 
genius in every age of the world,—but it longs for | 
that reality of bliss beyond the grave, which dé 


i should strive 


pends hot upon the smiles of the preseul genera) 


ion, Dor upon the reverence of tuture ages. Phe | 
soul cannot bear to think of anuilulation; and this, 
innate dread has, in all ages, so operated upon the 
minds of men, as to tutor some to goodness, even’ 
where the sc riptures of truth were unknown. § It 
was this secret breathing for immortality that imfla-| 
enced the minds of Socrates and Plato, raised them 
above the darkness of their times, and inspired in, 
them those exalied sentiments which Addison has 
sv happily expressed in Cato’s soliloquy, 


“Tis the Divinity that stirs within us.” 


But this desire which, in its birth, is truly divine, is, 


in most minds, so debased by the will of man, so}, 
_ ' : a | , , - sido Bae 
wedded to the things of this world, that it becomes!) ong where it does shine it is more likely to blast 


and made wil- 
the 


alienated from its “ father’s house,” 
ling, through famine, “to feed upon 
which the swine did eat.” 


husks 


—»-—— 


‘than to nourish. 


Ob happy peasmet, oh! anhappy bard 

lis the mere tinsel, hers the rich reward 
Hie prac perhaps, for ages yet to 
She newer hear 


me 
of ball a mile from bome 


“ He lost ia errors bis vain heart prefers 


“phe sate in the simplicity of hers 
It is in vain that men strive to satisfy the long- 
ings of an immortal spirit with earthly food. The 
lame of Voitaire was far greater than generally 
falls to the lot of literary men, and yet he did not 
fit himself the happier. It is by no means sur- 
prising that those who are entirely inexperienced 
im) life, when they see the bright objects of fame and 
dignity glittering over distant 
to gain them. But when they have 


obtained even a small portion, and find the seeming | 


some emimence, 


gold to prove but tinsel, we should suppose they 
would relinquish the pursuit. But not so; they see 
another emimence betore them, and brighter objects | 
in view; they climb again, and are again disap- 
pointed ; until they have attained the utmost height, | 


and then, like those who climb the glittering peak, 


jof Mont Blane, they find the sky is black above 


them, ancl the pavement beneath them ice. 
I do not pretend that man, through fear of fall- 
ing into this error, should bury the talents that God 


has given him; he should use them in entire sub- 


servience to the divine will; he should serutinize 
his conduct; and if at any time he find that the mo- 
tive to action ts the love of applause, it is better to 
walt awhile and consider, than to run the race in 
error, and miss the goal he has in view, which is 


always happiness. ‘The traveller in a strange coun- 


try, who is surprised by the shades of night, will, | 


if he be wise, stay his courser, watch while the 
darkness prevails, and at dawn of day pursue his} 
course with joy. ‘The light of 
ame seldom shines upon the actions of the good,, 


confidence and 


Their deeds, like those tender 


plants that spring up in the shade, too often droop, 
in this state it may be land w 


ither in the noon-day sun. Their lives, like | 





pregnant with slanders againsi his talents, and jp. 
sults to the taste of the public The * Tales of a 
Traveller” are really equal, if not superior, to My 
Irving’s other production 


parts ol them are Dar- 
ticularly 


yet the toilowing burst of what we 
should! be inelined to call prinate pique, puts the pub. 
lic on their guard against this piece of UU Position, 
the author Sage ly belic viby that he hie lds an equal 
rank in the estimation of the world, with the ob. 
ject of his slander. But, good Mr. Simpson, you 
might as well attempt to bring down the brane, 
wheeling his graceful circle far away in the distany 
swell of the azure sky, with an inch pop-gun, as w 
injure Mr. Irving in his sphere above you. The 
pig might as well attempt to run with the fleetest 
deer—the litthe chicken to swim with the silvery 
fish—the petty, yelling cur, with his growling ang 


snapping, to affright the lordly lion in his majestic 


repose, or the waddliug goose when it leaves the 
lowliness of its proper sphere, to try its clumsy 
quills against the proud and secure eagle as he 


| plumes his strong wing in his region of clouds, 


Taies of a Traveller. Vart J. By Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. author of 
the Sketch Book, Bracetyidge Hall, lLnicherbocker’s New-¥ rh 
&c. hiladelphia, 1824. . 


vo. pp. 165 

This is a mere shadow of ihe previous works of 
the same writer, without ther spirit, humour, or in- 
terest: being a dull imitation of himself, by a wrie 
ter who was never remarkable for originality of 
genius, richness of invention, or vivacity of taney, 
No man in the republic of Letters has been more 
overrated than Mr. Washington Irving. With ve. 
ry moderate powers of description, he has been puf- 
ed to an artificial magnitude, which he cannot re- 
alize by his productions. Take away his Dutch 
man with his pipe, his old mansion with his Ghosts, 
his Unele Trim, and his Aunt Tubitha—and pere 
haps a clown of an Old Bachelor, and Mr. Irving is 
like the lion with his claws drawn out—he has 
nothing left either formidable, or pleasing ; nothing 


called the love of fame, aud is the most insidious) jijent streams, fertilize, unperceived, the humble| te excite a smile, (for although he uffects the hu. 


foe that lurks in the path of life. 


It steals into the |, 


heart, and poisons, unperceived, the best of our ac-| 


tions, for the 


exalt me in the estimation of men” At first we 
are induced to do those things which appear cal- 
culated to advance both these interests, so that we 
Jove the good for the sake of the applause. The 


next step is,to seck for applause where the action | 


will do no harm ; and at length, by keeping in the 
same course, to seek the admiration of the world, 
as the only object, and chief good of life. Hence, 


whatever comes in competigion with this object is} 
is overlooked, a! 
neighbour's right trampled upon, without consider- | 


attacked—a_ brother’s welfare 


mind is then induced to inquire, Hot | mingling with the ocean. 
“ what good will accrue trom this,” but, “ will this | 


| 


{ 


} 


| 
ae 


“Or stained with guilt, beneficent, approved 
“OF God aud man, aod peaceful in its end.” 


REVIEW. 


——$—————— 
ASTI 


LORENZO. 
ee 





— 





————* A little worthless village cur, ali night 
“ay with incessant noise, the silver moon 

“ Wilule she serepe, throned in ber pearly car, 
“ Bailed in full state along.” 


- WASHINGTON IRVING. 
Lar merit be ever so bright, there will be those 


ing that the object in view is a phautom, and if at-|| whose little pleasure it is to sully its brightness— 


tained will prove but air. 
suit of fame which caused the jealousy, and at 


Jt was this ardent pur-jand there are always some ready and willing to 


detract from a good man’s reputation, no matter 





length broug!it forth the disgraceful quarrel between || how honestly and bonourably it may have been 


Addison aud Pope. And this has, in every age, 


jestablished. Than Washington Irving, we say it 


vale ; and while the world is gazing at some moun-) ™OUr'St, he never can raise a laugh,) or to inspire 


tain cataract, they are flowing unobserved, and | admiration, 


In fine, Mr. Irving’s powers are limit 
ed to the telling of a story, and it must be a Ghost 


. . 
| , ~ > . ¢ ‘ = We 
he le giles emanthly and ty euniah ener, |\story, and even then he is a dull and prosing nar 
* More golien than that age of fabled gold | rator. 
* Kenown'd in aucient sovg ; not vex'd with care, 


} The whole of the present volume is made up ol 


|\Guost Srories!! In the nineteenth century, with 
all its religion, its science, its illumination of mind, 
its spread of knowledge, its emancipation from the 
| bondage of superstition, and its exemption from all 
| the vulgar errors and prejudices that formerly fet 
tered the reason—in such an age an author ap 
| pears, and that author an .dmerican, with his mer 
|| chandise of Ghost Stories, to speculate on the most 
|weak, infantile and degrading of all the fears that 
make man a wretched victim to his distempered 
|faney! Is it possible that the cupidity of gain could 
have induced Mr. Irving to prostitute his under 
‘standing, and insult the common sense of mankind, 
‘by speculating on the grossest ignorance of the 


embittered with strife and jealousy the lives of the || with perfect confidence, there scarcely ever was a|lowest class of Society! Yet what other motive 


great, the gifted, and the learned,—who have been |iman whose productions are more delightful to pe-. 
How | ruse ; his pages are strewed with beauties, which, 


at once the wonder and jest of the world, 


striking is the contrast between the characters of |separately, we find in those of Addison, Goldsmith, 


Watts and Swilt. 


soth illustrious by their talents ;!/or Sterne, and yet they are, by no means, imita- 
but the former pursued his dignified and undeviat- | tions. 


He is far from a servile copyist, yet his 


ing course, careless of man’s applause, and fearless compositions display the same fine fancy, the same 
of his censure, rose triumphant o’er the world, and rich, pensive, meditative vein of thought, varied 


proved that his treasures were placed above ; while 
the latter, devoted to the world, paid for its ap- 
plause the price of virtue,—cringing to the proud, 
and flattering the vain, he lived and died in misery. 
In reading the beautiful contrast which Cowper has 


er 


by flashes of wit that were “ wont to set the city in 
a roar.” 


Yet below the reader may peruse an article from 


server,” edited by one Mr. Simpson, a contempti- 


drawn between the learned and witty Voltaire and | ble little miscreant, who is always snarling at his 
a simple but pious cottager, who would not and superiors, which is marked with the most virulent 
al 


with him in exclaiming, 





prque against this gentleman—almost every line is 





a paper called the “ Philadelphia Columbian Ob-) 


could actuate him to such a production ? Not fas 
surely, or he must have one most wretchedly per 
verted. Not the love of letters, for there is not one 
svilable of the “* Tales of a Traveller,” that could 
claim the most distant affinity to what we under 
‘stand by Literature. Not a lust of fame, for! 
‘contains nothing but what is calculated to esse? 
him in the estimation of the judicious, and procul 
\his name to be associated with ideas of puerilif) 
and want of invention. 

“The Hunting Dinner” is the one-hundredth cop! 
at least from a disgusting original, which is note 
livened by one single flash of wit, or stroke of hve 
|mour to excite a smile. “ The adventure of ™Y 
Uncle,” is a Ghost-story, equally void of interes 
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and meaning. “ The Adventure of my Aunt” ts 


“The Bold 


is silly and pue rile: another ghost sto- 


sull worse, being trite and worn oat 
Dragoon” 
ry. the spirit being a “ pale, weasen-t rced fellow,” 
who plays on a pair of bellows tor a bag-pipe, and 
old Dutch furniture of the chamber of a 
Flanders tavern all dancing ! Uf this is wit, it is cer- 
tainly the most stupid and puerile wit that ever was 


aets thre 


imrented, and Mr. living deserves a patent for his 
“The Mysterious Picture” is another 
The two 
jast stories are unquestionably the best—“the Mys- 
tericus Stranger” and “the Young Italian,” but they 
are both—Ghost Stories ! 

An author writes to please, to instruct, or to 
make money. 
the stock of happiness, beguiles the dreary hours 
of existence, and is entitled to our gratitude and 
He who writes to instruct, aims to make 
us wiser and better, and becomes a public benefac- 
tor. But he who writes for the sole purpose of | 
vbtaining money, is entitled to no praise, because | 
he selects topics that will excite the popular pas- | 
sions, without regard to a laudable object, or a be- | 
neficial effect. This Mr. Irving has done. He} 
knew Ghost merchandise would sell to the best ad- 
vantage, and contracted with his bookseller accord- 
ingly. But we hope, for the sake of literature and’ 
taste, that he may be disappointed in his ealewla-) 
tions of profit, and that the age we live in may res- | 
cue itself from the degradation of retrograding five) 
centuries into darkness and ignorance,—barbarism| 
and superstition. In the United States, at least, | 
let us save our credit, by frowning on this attempt! 
to pick our pockets by insulting our understanding, | 
and libelling our taste. 

It is suggested that Mr. Washington Irving’s new, 
work would sell more rapidly if the Booksellers: 
would alter the Tithe, and call it “ Srortes FOR|| 


yngenuily. 
Cihost story, without point or meaning. 


Ile who writes to please adds to 


applause. 


CurLpren,” by a Baby Six Feet High, instead of) 


‘Tales of a Traveller. The alteration is certainly | 
worth the expense of a new Title Page. 
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be innumerable dancers the rich music which 
swelled in its deep-toned melody to the lofty dome 
—ail combined to produce an irresistible eflect. In 


one quarter was the General's te nt, hued with blu 


silk, and Caste funy orice nted, In another, a 
large view of his house . im France, admirably parnt- 


ed by Mi llere were a 


group ol lovely girls, with rosy cheeks and 5} uh- 


R 
weneigie, of this city. 


ling eyes, revelling in the airy dance—the poetry 
of motion—and all around. the silken voices of 
lovely females just heard above the undulations of 
the mellow music, made us seem in a fairy land— 
as if some Alladan’s palace had risen up around us, 
with all the gorgeousness of eastern grandeur. 

But so much has been said and written upon the 
subject, that it becomes almost unnecessary for us 
to enlarge upon it now, and we shall therefore take 
leave of the subject by subjoining the following 
lines from our fair correspondent, Dienore, whom 
we thank for her favour: 


Wide are the spacious portals dlung— 
Here beauty sparkles wil among, 

And music s witching silvery sound 
Lreathes its enchanting spelis around. 
With melody each gay arch rings, 

W bile the tall dome responses brings 5 
Un high our country’s banners twine, 
W bere varied lamps resplendetit shine, 
And on the glittering groups below, 
Kich streams of blazing radiance throw, 
As through the dance’s wind'nings bright 
They move with eves of love and light, 
Lut where shall rest the ravished gate, 
V here all is one sweet wildering mate’ 
Hiere Le Grange Castie, towering high, 
Rears its brown turrets to the shy, 

And boasts the envied fate to bold, 

In Gailia’s son, our champion bold. 

ln quick succession, to the eyes 

Our country's laurel’d honours rise; 
And there dark cannon, pictured show, 
We welcome friends—repel the foe. 
But suft—methinks tea thousand teet 
At once the floor impatient beat; 

See’ in a common mass they glide, 

But now with rev'rence turn aside, 
borlo! the conquering hero now 
Approaches with a smile and bow; 

He comes!’ the orchestra loud rings, 
He comes! the blue sky echo brings, 
He comes! dies on the moonlit wave, 
Ushered in triumph, good, yet brave, 
He comes! and vow fi every eye 

The warin soul waiting seems to lie; 
Youth, beauty, manhood, step aside 

To gaze upon their chief, their pride; 
Anu while they all adoring stand, 
Grasp with delight the victor’s hand, 
Who moves collected in the might 

Ut giory’s brilliant vestal light, 

While rending shouts to heaven ascend, 
| Of live for ever—freedom's triend ! 





MASONIC DINNER. 





Without ambition the fire of the most zealous is quenched, and | 
the efforts of the most persevering cease to be exerted. To excite 
anemotion ty be beneficial in its effects, we are induced to offer a 
prize of twenty dollars for the best Essay, to be sent by the first of 
Cclobor next. It will be examined by a conmittee of literary gen- 
Vemen of this city. Correspondents are requested to send their | 
yames in a separate envelope, vone of whict shall be opened but that | 
ol tue successiul candidate, 





THE BALL. 

So great a commotion has been caused by this! 
exhibition, and its distinguished hero, that not a pa- 
per but has devoted some portion of its columns toa 
description—not a poet but has struck his breathing 
lyre—not an editor but has plumed his fancy’s wing 
to walt beyond the Atlantic the transparent co-| 
lumns—the star-spangled banners—the glittering 
chandeliers, and the spacious and beautiful galle-| 
Hes, in their brightest glory. As for ourselves, we 
eel unable to give an elaborate deseription—suflice: 
to say, that we have naver beheld a sight so 
maguificent and grand. When first we stepped 
Within the magic hmits of the circle, where we had 
Sien betore placed our chair upon the green grass, 


| 





free and accepted Masons. 


| 


| guished individuals of our blessed country,) sat down he then atl ie eateliaas 
to ¢ Riiciaes: setntenenn : them came to condole the other on bis misfortune. 
| to a very sumptuous dinner, prepared by Mr. M’la-, ( Ah t esied he Sihetp entenenatn wd Sane Rien 
tyre. Alter the cloth was removed a number of) “"!: hed Re,” how unfortunate . 
well written toasts were drunk, from among which 
_we select the tollowing, by Lebbeus Chapman, as 


| 


one of the best: 


' 
| 


like a splendid column of celestial fire in the east, 


“And may the setting of his evening sun, 
* Be like the tading of asummer’s day, 
“ Which sinks through cloudless glory to repose.” 


| Several masonic songs were sung by Mr. Keene, 


Of all the festivals in honour of Laraverre, 
that we have attended, none has surpassed that) 
|given by the ancient and honourable fraternity of 
On Monday evening 
‘last the Washington Hall was decorated for the oc- 
casion in avery elegant and appropriate manner— | 
vand about six hundred “brethren of the mystic | 
tie,” (among whom were some of the most distin- | 


| Our illustrious brother Laraverre—He rose| sowed immediately after my loss. 


of the Chatham Garden Theatre, which were re- 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
We should be happy to hear from ATALA in the 
manner he proposes 
Dr. shall be attended to hereafter. 
Poorer, Enazasern, and JonatrHas, in out 
ner 
Can Wicrorp be serious in wishing us to port 
out defects in the acting of Miss Johnson, which do 
not exist? We Aare “ watched her movements” — 
we do Anow “her manner of delivery,” and we 
perfectly understand “ her conceptions of the cha- 
racters she personates,” but we never have disco- 
vered any fault in either her movements, her deii- 
very, or her conceptions. If we may judge from 
the hand-writing, Wilford is a female—perhaps she 
is an actress, and, jealous of the fame of an amia- 

ble young lady, endeavolrs by means unworthy a 

woman of feeling, to rob her of it. You can em- 

ploy your talents, Wilford, or Miss Wilford, to some 
better purpose, and if you take our advice you will 

for be assured, you might as wel! attempt to dis- 
arm the whirlwind of its force, to divest the hea- 

vens of its beauty, or to do any thing else as im- 

possible, as to deprive Miss Johnson of one single 

leaf of the laurels which the band of merit has 

placed upon her brow. “Go to—you are not”— 
, Wilford—and remember, madam, whoever you 
jj are, that 
\ “ Every thing bows bo talents.” 

For the sake of the sex, we have destroyed your 
\illiberal and, we must add, contemptible remarks, 
| and confidently hope there is not another copy in 
existence, nor another woman who is capable of 
I overstepping the modesty of” your amiable sex 
as unblushingly as you have done. 





MR. KU ENE. 
| We copy the following deserved encomium from 
the * Canadian Times,” and it gives us indeseriba- 
| ble pleasure to find that the talents of Mr. Keene, 
|| who is certainly the most accomplished vocalist in 
| America, are so correctly appreciated abroad : 
| “A letter from Mr. Keene, our favourite singer, 
| feceived a few days since, declares his intention of 
coming to Montreal in October, ‘to give us an even- 
_ing’s brush to drive away care’~and who is more 
‘capable than he to do this?—We can assure him 
that he will find his friends still sensible of his me- 
rit, still open to the delight lis music always im- 
parted, and still equally pleased at finding so much 
professional ability and private worth combined in 
the same individual. He will truly find that, 


“Our hearts have remembered Lis spell-breathing power, 
* And hind words will welcome the minstrel agai.” 


Two farmers, who were neighbours, had their 
‘crops of early peas killed by the frost. One of 


‘neighbour! But, bless me, you seem to have a fine 
healthy crop coming up just now. What are these?” 
|. These,” cried the other, “ why, these are what 1 
“ What! com- 

\|ing up already,” cried the fretter. “ Yes, while 
‘you were fretting, I was working!” “What! do 
you never tret when you have a loss of any kind ?” 
|“ Yes, but I always put it off till I have repaired 
the mischief.’ “Lord! why then you need not 
fretat all.” “ True,” said the industrious husband- 


- smoked our segar beneath the moonlight sky, |¢¢!ved with loud bursts of applause—they Were | man, “that’s the very reason; in truth, it is very 
¢ light that burst upon us caused a thrill through, from the pens of Woodworth, Brooks, and Morris. pleasant to have no longer reasons to think of mis- 


u y a ‘ , ° 
“ur system, and we started back in absolute sur- 
rice a he ° . ° 
prise. "The vast circular galleries, thronged with 


/ At ten o'clock the General retired, amid the heart 
‘acclamations of his brethren. 


| 


a YY) fortunes; and it is astonishing how many might be 
Phe transparencies, 
persons who to surpassing loveliuess of face added | at each end of the room had a very fine effect—| 
Splendour of dress—the decorating banners that |they were painted by Messrs. Reneigle and Her-) Errata.—In the Little 


repaired by a little alacrity and energy.” 


Genius, in the last line of 


hung far above our heads, when viewed in the bril- | ring, two promising artists. It gives us pleasure to; the motto, read condense or raze—tine 34th, last co- 
vant glare of light, forming a drapery of uncom-| add, that nothing occurred to mar the hilarity of lumn, on instead of tn, and 50th line, same column, 


mon beauty—ihe light aud graceful movements of | 


ithe evening. 


| God's apostates instead of apostles. 
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POETRY. 





Let here the minstre!'s fancy y 
Light as the breese of summer day.’ 


An Mde, 


Addressed to a young Lady on her birth day 


Hail! to the day that gave thee birth, 
Whose charms the minstrel’s lays iuspire 
The joyous day when first this earth 
Received thy spirit from its sire ; 
Received that spark of heavenly fire 
Which was desigued to triumph here, 
Aud thea to higher realms aspire, 
Where kimdred spirits shall appear 
Lo shine for evermore in their own native sphere 
Excuse, dear girl, my serious lays— 
On such a theme, so fraught with joy, 
I know that sweet meliifluous praise 
‘The nicest taste will soonest cloy ; 
Be wine the province, then, t' employ 
The minstrel’s art ( instruct the mind, 
Iu joy's which nought can eer destroy, 
By time, by matter unconfined, 
With age increasing still, for other worlds designed 
A form so beauteous to behold, 
A soul serene that sparkles there, 
Is like a dimond set in gold, 
Which monarch's might be proud to wear ; 
But, ab! the diimond’s brilliant glare 
Shines but awhile, to cease with time, 
While thy pure spirit, bright and fair, 
Shall soar to yet a higher clime, 
For ever rising, sull, to regions more sublime. 
And what is life, while here below ? 
The best, the wisest, let them say, 
Is it a imeteor'’s transient glow, 
To blaze a moment and decay ? 
No-— tis the morning of a day 
Which death's dark clouds awhile obscure, 
But when those clouds shall burst away, 
"Twill shine in brilliancy mature, 
An empyrean day, that shall for aye endure. 
It is the spring-time of a year 
Whose harvest is eternity ; 
Such as we plant, sojourning here, 
Such must the fruits for ever be ; 
How rich, how greatly blest is he 
Who wisely shall on earth endeavour 
To plant that germ of piety, 
Whose buds nor winds nor frosts can sever, 


But blooms aad bears on high,for ever and for ever. LORENZO. 


Stansa. 


Forget thee? Never ; through life's remnant space, 
Though peace is blasted, though hope’s dream is o'er, 


Still must the wizard wand of memory trace 
The vivid past, and ever round me pour 
The forms of things delusive, now no more! 


Still, (banish vigorous thoucht, and high emprise,) 


Like ocean-farer wrecked on some wild shore, 
To that deceitful food I turn mime eyes, 


When life's first, last, loved venture unforgotten lies. 


Ah fool! to hope for ever-sunny skies, 

Nor know that nought but magic could invest, 
With all the blooming hues of paradise, 

The haunts where airy nothingness doth rest! 

Mark, where the day's great angel, to the west 
Receding, hovers o'er the unstable stream, 

And dips his wing, like tabled islets blest, 


Mark, how the clouds with transient glovics gleam, 


And on the wave reflect a bright, a parting beam. 


That beam has gone; and hope and joy are fled, 
And wild romance, and young-ey'd fancy’s hour; 


Bright visions leave me now, and in your stead, 
Since thus it must be, let the darkness lour ; 
For chilling disappoiatment’s leaden power 

Has marr’d the genial current in these veins, 
And given to desolation life's fair flower, 

Fer since, fond listener to the syren’s strain, 








Of anrequited love, | proved the pointed pain. IL or N. Y.! 


Hines, 
Wrilien on Jrightenmg a bird from us nest. 


Wee birdie, stay, an’ dinna fear me, 

For its une i my heart to steer ye, 

Ye need na fee, though | am near ye, 
An lea’ your nest, 

But sit yes your bonny brry, 


Vi fearless breast 


Ful weel | ken that man is bad, 

An’ mony times ve ‘ve doubtless had 

Wi hurried wing, an’ breastic sad, 
baud t tae your lost, 

When by some wicked city lad, 


Your young ye ‘ve lost 


But wherefore dae ye lea’ your beild, 

"Twere better ye wad sit, an’ shield, 

Wi a the power that ye can wield, 
Your wee bi nest, 

Than flee ower tae that stubble field 


Wi’ sicean haste 


Though mankind hae a selfish heart, 
Our withers wad nae act thy part, 
To flee awa, at ilka start, 
Sue carelessly , 
They d stay and share their bairnees’ smart 


Or wi them dee 


But come ye back tae your wee nest, 

Au cuddle them, that ye loe best, 

I've nae desire to hurt your rest, 
Nor dae ye wrang ; 

I'll now awa’—but this request— 
Resume your sang. 


Song of the Hairy. 


On evening's breath I gayly ride, 

Ov sweetly float o'er slumb'ring tide , 
And in the clouds my home I find, 

A spirit free as mountain wind, 


I hither now have bent my way, 

O’er these inspiting leaves to stray, 
Where brilliant stars of genius shine, 

So brightly in this heaven divine ! 

Soft music o'er the page is breathing, 
Aud fancy her sweet flowrets wreathing, 
All fairest, purest off rings bring, 

And o'er them brightest radiance fling. 

I will not wake my fairy lyre 

When nought but mortal themes inspire | 
Nor can | breathe my whisp'ring song, 
Se sweetly, mortal ears among. 

But here in genius’ light I'll sit, 

Where on the sparkling page I've lit, 
And list to minstrel’s sweetly sing, 

While resting on my dewy wing ! CAROLINE 


To Dienope. 


As zephyrs o’er the Molian lyre 





Steal soft, unseen, its chords among— 
A spirit breath'd upon the wire 
Of my wild harp, to wake its song 


"Twas not my fingers touch’'d its strings, 
"Twas not my fancy framed the lay— 
Some spirit fann'd it with its wings, 
T'was breathed on by some minstrel Fay 


If there was music in its tone, 
When waking from its moody dream, 
The charm, fair spirit, was thine own, 
The influence thine, and thou its theme 


Thou wilt not let my wild harp sleep, 
Sull wilithou breathe upon its wires, 
As viewless zephyrs gentle sweep 
The Avolian lyre, to wake its fires. 


Then, viewless minstrel, take the lay 
Which thy soft breath has wak'd in vain 

Pouch thine own lyre, my minstrel Fay, 
Aud let my rude harp sleep again. 


ATALA.|| 


isiDoRA. term than one year, 


To the Steam-Boat. 


Thy path-way, mighty boat 


Is laid im glory through the foaming sea, 


And rainbow miniatures around thee float, 


In glowing brilliancy 


| Thou goest on thy way, 


Where'er the waves their sunay sparkles fling 


} Swiftas young cagles seek the god of day, 


Ona bold unwearied wing 


| s | hough wind and tide unite, 


And, though against thee elements conspire, 
Still, clothed with grandeur, and array'd in might 
Thou scornest all their ire 


And when they cease to rave, 


1! Thou restest on the deep, in silence sleeping, 
H j 
| Like the white bosom'd wild swan on the wave 


Her lonely night-watch keeping 

! Or, borne by mighty energies, 
Perchance thou coest ouward in thy flight, 
Reckless alike, though ocean roar, or les 
A waveless toutor bight, 
At science’ magic call, 
Thou didst come torth, aud to the arts was given, 
A precious boon, 4 blessing meant tor all 

Below the wide-spread heaven, 


Long as the ocean heaves 





Its brine beneath, or the bine sky is o'er thee, 


Long as the sun his charmiug drapery weaves 


In sparkling foam before ihee 


As long as time is registered by fame 
Jn living letters, proudly shalt thou bear 
Our Fovron’s deathless name. 


Love. 
Love that is but slightly grounded, 
Separation soon may cure ; 
‘Tis a dream on fancy founded, 


| 
\ Yes! long as these things are, 
| 


li Wanting substance to endure. 
i! True affection lasts the longer, 
j When its brightest hours ave o'er ; 


Parting sorrows bind it strong— 
Memory but endears it more. 


Dearest then, the tender sorrow, 





| Teaching passion to endure; 

Which can strength from mem'ry borrow 
{| Loves—but never hopes a cure ! 
== 

i Post haste to church flew Nick and bride, 
ii The knot as speedily was tied; 

Far from the busy town they seek 

1] A calm retreat, and stay'd a week, 

ih When with like speed as took them down 
! The pair arrive again in town. 

i Nick's friends now crowd to wish him joy, 


When, cries the now experienced boy— 
‘In vain you strive to soften fate, 


“ Your wishes are a week too late.” 
ae 


Charave. 


My first though your house, nay your life he defend: 
You ungratefully name like the wretch you despise ; 

My second, | speak it with grief, comprehends 

All the brave and the learn’d, the good, and the wise 
Of my whole | have little or nothing to say, 
E.xcept that it tells the departure of day. Ponsa’ 


Exiract of a letler to the Editor. 
Success to your Mingor wherever it goes, 
May it never receive any thumps or hard blows 
May it pass through the world, unbroken, unhurt, 





And be looked into often by modest and pert. 
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